THE   LIFE   OF   JAMES   RAMSAY    MACDONALT)

the day on which he had set forth with the first eight-
pence, a sixpence and four halfpennies, screwed into two
wrappings of paper and tightly clutched in a fist inside
his trouser pocket, Jamie had been aware of the strain
on the slender resources of his womenfolk. This was a
debt, and he must repay it. More than once he was on the
verge of taking employment, such employment as
Lossiemouth could offer, with the fishing boats or in the
fields. He did indeed for a brief while begin work on a
farm.

I found agricultural labour delightful work, and I never
minded the hardness of it. Besides, a man is never the worse
for hard muscular work. At that time, I was struck with the
fine lot of the ploughmen who lived about us. Every one
of them knew his Burns nearly by heart, as well as his Bible.
Besides, they used nearly all to try their hands at making
their own songs, and in the autumn, the whole countryside
seemed alive with whistling when the ploughmen started
ploughing. You could hear them, too, across Held after field,
singing as they laboured.

Years later, H. M. Hyndman, the frock-coated Etonian
parent of British Marxism, was to sneer at MacDonald
because, like Hyndman himself, he had never been a
manual labourer. If Hyndman meant that MacDonald
had never been poor, he was grotesquely deceived. If the
taunt implied that he was not qualified to lead a Labour
Party because his experience had not taught him to
understand labourers, the passage just quoted strikingly
refutes it.

But Isabella and Anne would not hear of permanent
employment in the fields. They knew the value of
education even better than they knew its cost. And they
were convinced by now that the boy's destiny was not to
mend nets or to follow a plough. Had not Anne paid
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